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jjHAl  TY'SSEURET 

By  ALAHJfUIB. 


.  f  ’Vanity 

**  '  Girt*,"  Etc. 

fH AFTER  VL 

m  .  r  WJ*Ui  JUIVUtW*  HKK  CONDUCT 
,  <<f  tto*  day  were  over.  Th* 

it  had  leen  planned.  In  her  bed. 

*  „irl*artt  Temple  aat  like  a  general 
...  night  la-fore  the  battle.  Hha 

■“  ng  ber  force*.  measuring  their 

_  ..tiling  the  unler  in  which  they 

t  -  ,m*»  ,-tant,  however  Sophia  may  af- 

.  f  ...  it  that  Premiergairt’s  wealth, 

.  *  .  '  will  do  for  her,  should  be  put  be- 

.  I  «  an  trust  Sibyl  for 

1  !  manage, it  better  than  SibyL* 

_  ,d  a-  1st  fir-t  company 

i.'nre  her  to  tht-  battle.  The 
.  i  in-r  Then  she  fixed  on  the  next 
l.-dicner  Sophia  has  always 
,  >tre«  on  these,  and  not  in  affecta- 
'  r  O,  no,  she  means  what  she  say*. 

u  nk  when  Ooldmore  talks  to  her 

10  ut’s  authority— I  think  it  will 

1 1  second  company  marched  past 
_  eneral's  approving  eyes.  Nuro- 

im-mvlew. 

tiT.-.-tmn  for  me  is  genuine.  Dear 
iitth-  rnother  said,  with  a  warming 
li  t.  she  does  love  me!  Well,  what 
|  i...  her.  and  I  am  doing  the  best  for 
i,  r  wi  .  i:  t'arnlin*  tells  her  that  this  mar- 
i  !  vitisfy  me  and  make  me  happy,  I 
u  II  yield.  And  Car  will  do  that 
,i,  i  l*>  it  effectively.  Oh,  yea;  l  trust 

X,..|  lomjianv  three  went  by,  and  was 
,  Which  was  number  four?  Y«, 

-S  r«-iueinl*ered. 

1  «  ii  h  r  will  Mr.  Brent  Iwar  in  mind 
.,  i  i  j.  :,i  him!  I  think  I  sha’l  drop  him  a 
to  ih  hr-  memory  and  to  biuii  him  to 
-lT,.  i.  If  he  manages  well  he  might  ac- 
■re  than  any  :  but  he  may  blunder 
■>  the  sort  of  man  who  will  blunder 

,  .  wameil  by  a  little  frown  from  the 
t  nittipany  four  went  by.  Com- 
<>h,  well  she  knew  it;  with  this 

.I,  Re  !••  n«quer. 

I*-,  |.  r-ga.it— Prendergast:  beismymain- 
.  ,,  ,,  •.  rail.  O,  yes;  he  will  touch  Sophia 
,•  rip-  v  r\  heart.  And  be  will  say  all  I  wish. 

.  is  ■  i .  tiling  alwut  these  serious  people: 

,  if.,  half  deriving  themselves  ami  half 
.  livers,  and  so  they  assume  a  most 
appearance  of  earnestness;  Now,  I 
,  t  ij.  r  t..  save  my  life,  pretend  to  be  in- 
.  !  in  being  useful;  but  I  suppose  I 
,  I  le  more  telling  in  serious  society  if  I 
i  fo  ud»  rgast  will  sermonize  ato>ut  op- 
urn  i  duty,  and  Sophia  will  listen, 
i-  -in  i>tens  at  church — I  cau  see  her 
r.  1  the  woman  who  listens  to  a  suitor 
P  |‘r*  iidergasl  is — married!” 

\  !  -o  the  whole  army  wa.*  reviewed;  the 
'  ...  H.  re  irresistible;  stroke  after  stroke, 

s  ;  i : .  a  w.-uM  he  conquered  at  last 

\nd  new  let  me  see,”  the  little  mother 
-  tv  mil  d,  throwing  herself  back  in  her  chair 
«.  i-  ndered  her  own  responsibility  in  the 
trni-i  tiun.  T  am  a  worldly  woman;  I  am 
tutkiug  a  match  for  mv  daughter  which  is 
wrldiL  wise— nothing  more  and  nothing 
lt-»-  t  am  doing  all  I  fairly  can  to  urge  her 

■  -  ma mage,  pressing  her  on  by  every 
i!  -this  in  imy  power.  Well,  am  I  wrong! 
Why.  i  a  »n  the  showing  of  good  people  or 
rutnftriTir  people  I  am  marrying  her  to  a  man 
v1  it  s  hi  every  way  likely  to  make  her  happr. 
n  .though  she  may  not  yej,  acknowledge  it 
Hi- 1«  ji»»1,  upright  and  kind.  And  then  on 

wing  I  am  giving  her  a  position  In  so- 

*  !\  -Hatching  her  from  a  mistaken  engage- 
!!)•  :•  f r. 'tn  years  of  waiting  which  are  sure 
t. . .-i»  1  in  -iJitary  disappointment  or  in  wed- 
i!el  p  vrtv.  (live  me  for  my  daughters  a 

'  !  i-arpeted,  well  cushioned,  well  fur¬ 
nish'd.  well  dressed,  and  my  head  for  it  if  in 
n  urs*  rime  they  are  not  tKe  first  to  say  to 
M  mother:  ‘You  were  right,  after  alL’ 
V-.  the  good  people  talk  about  doing  right 
■vi. t  net  phasing  yourself;  I  do  right — and 
■  -  mys'lf,  too.  Sophy,  Sophy,  to-morrow 
in. tt  \  i  will  lie  engaged  to  Prendergast.  1 
-hv  luive  done  it;  I  have  done  it  already. 

■  .  v,  U  drop  a  few  romantic  tears — why, 

-ton  wiped  off;  hut  wealth,  fortune; 

-  •  these  remain  from  day  to  day,  and 

..•nr  to  year,  and  these  make  life,  let 
1 1 1 1  poets  say  what  they  please.  ” 

-  I  .  ng  settled  matters  with  her  con¬ 

s'  •  i  this  frank  and  fearless  way.  our 
It-  . flier  laid  her  down  to  sleep;  and  sht 

*  u  •  light,  semi-conscious  slumber  com- 
'  t*.  those  who  know  that  upon  the  com- 

iiig  .4  i  great  triumph  shall  be  theirs. 

CHAPTER  VIL 

TUZ  S'  v.g  MANAGER  FINISHES  HER  DAY'S 
WORK. 

\v  -.uiplicated  mechanism  Mrs.  Bar- 
I  "  i  I.  arranged  all  that  happened  on 
’  r.  I  must  not  telL  The  description  of 
1*1  •  -  \  >*  artifice*  would  fill  a  volume. 

1  O'  -ay  that  she  had  settled  the 

. times,  the  persons,  the  places  in 

r  •  i.  tilnr .  the  day  was,  indeed,  occu- 
w  ’b  !.'•••  production  of  the  drama  of  the 
■  I  th-  tic,  and  the  powerful  effects, 

*  ..tit-,  the  plots,  the  traps  in  tha 

n-iug  and  falling  of  the  curtain, 
u„  .it-  at  the  instance  of  that  re- 

*  ramatic  authoress  and  stage  man- 
M  -  I'.irhara  Temple.  Having  said 
•  1 1  v  i r In *ut  another  syllable  of  ex- 

t«  H  v  "U  w  liat  liapipened.  All  that 

-  hi  I  and  thi>  only  for  explanation, 
. ntrived  without  any  suspicious 

to  bring  each  of  her  subordin- 

*  lonfact  with  Hophia  between 
’  ii  .t  •  vetting  A>f  one  day,  and  that 

•a  h.-r» — by  her  arrangement — 
i-t  but  to  make  his  proposal.  If  I 
a  ail  the  windings  of  this  day, 
u-  v.uj-  nf  M-eue  from  pilace  to  place,  it 

*  •  \»-r\  bdious;  and  after  all,  what  is 

First,  to  declare  the  foresight 
i v  ims*  of  our  little  mother;  and 
•  •  -h«iw  how  poor  .Sophia  was  en- 
.*  ith  motives  all  impelling  her  to 
•f.  « ith  Percival  Brent  Tht«e  ends 
Iv  .ittained  by  the  simple  record  of 
’  l  aments  of  dialogue  which  bore 
givat  event  of  that  memorable  day. 

HVt.  AXU  SOPHIA—MO.NET  VR.  tOVK. 

•  min,  Sophy,  marriage  is  a  lottery; 

1  o  nb  iift»-r  a  month  to  over  love  makes 

ml  the*  after  the  mention  of  young 
1  une  S|r-  was  reclining  on  a  sofa*' 

r\  l»  aonful,  I Hit  coki,  proud  and 

*  .  f.  kuis  of  disappointment  amidst 

•  I*  lie ve  U>at,”  Sophia  replied.  “You 
»  o-  Ih^ik  so  yourself.” 

•  married  then,"  Sibyl  answered; 

'  the  tip  i>f  Sophia’s  tongue  to  say  : 

■  "I  twenty-two  marries  a  man  of 
i-  her  view  of  marriage  to  be 

u*  '  Ha- true  one f” 

'  lid  not  mean,  you  may  he  sure,  to 

-in-  thrusting  question  in  any  taunt- 

hut  quietly  ami  reasonably.  She 

•  i  that  such  a  question  must  be 

'  Ikt  >isu-r'-  feelings,  and  said  noth- 
Tl.i-  Uv|  Sibyl  to  believe  that  her 
1  '  w*>  taking  effect. 

i  -h'1  -aid,  in  a  stem  way  alto- 
••mu  ‘marry  Preiwlergast.  He  to 
!■ ««  ipg.  and  hto  tastes  are  like 
.  yourself,  are  you  not  more 

•  l Hippy  with  such  a  man.  more 
*v.  v -.Ur  own  wav  and  please  your- 

w ith  y-iung  Percival f  Percival 
t*y<>u  ;  ll  be  r» members  you,  be 
>■  •!  i.e  In  marry  you.  If  he  marries 
m  n  h-uppuint  you  as  a  husband, 
h  r  th«-  nunita-r  of  chances  which 
t-.  •  "tin*  right  la-fore  you  have  any 

•  ith  him!  And  hereto  a  man  of 
'  **n**.»f  your  friends  approves, 

"i  ->*»u  n*lmit  m»u  respect  yourself, 
01  II II  uffrr  Which  I  call  a  sp  endid 

S**pli.v.  you  can  t  refuse  him!  If 
Stl-vl  sjiui.  growing  more  and  more 

•  v-  n  I.V  her  own  argument,  “yosi 
;  i .  U  yon*  l  expression.  You  wool 

ut  a,-,  all,  Sophy;  yon  can’t— I  k noto 


ARCHIBALD  OOLDMORR. 

"I  have  known  him  more  or  leas  intimately 
^or  y**1"*-"  the  elephantine  magnate  contin¬ 
ued.  He  talked  as  if  be  was  dictating  a  testi- 
^moniaL  “A  more  upright,  honorable  man  does 
not  breathe.  He  to  charitable  and  humane  to 
a  fault.  Believe  me,  Sophia,  I  would  not 
open  my  lips  to  you  on  the  subject  if  I  did 
not  in  my  «oul  believe  that  Prendergast  will 
make  you  truly  a  happy  woman,  and  that  be 
*“  worthy  of  you.  I  can  aay  nothing  more  in 


rurDEvca  tr  lcttr. 


*od  -p«kta«  to  her  to  a 
“wly  way.  and  with  nnui  ■■■  tha* 
~^ab*y.  tond,  “I  wtoh  to  ^Tal 
worts  to  you  about  my  friend  “  ‘ 


Sophia  began  to  cry,  not  knowing  where  to 
tom,  and  Ooldmore,  taking  upon  himself  al¬ 
most  unconsciously  the  paternal  relation, 
gently  patted  her  on  the  shoulder.  Indeed,  it 
seemed  as  if  affairs  had  only  to  be  pushed  a 
little  further  for  him  to  beetow  upon  her  a 
paternal  kiss. 

“Marry  Prendergast,  Sophia."  (Fold more 
continued,  repeating  unawares  hto  wife’s  con¬ 
cise  counsel  ‘♦You  are  of  course  fre**  from 
all  engagement  to  young  Percivafl  Brent. 
Remember,  I  have  not  a  word  to  say  of  that 
young  fellow  but  prato*.  Under  the  aus¬ 
picious  circumstances  of  your  original  en¬ 
gagement  I  considered  it  a  happy  event. 
And  even  when  he  left  England.  I  thought 
perhajis  things  might  turn  out  well  for  you 
both.  Since  then  I  have” — here  he  reflected 
on  the  interview  with  Mr*.  Temple  and  her 
charges  to  him — “since  then  1  have  thought 
things  over.  Sophia,  and  I  feel  you  ought  to 
be— prude  a!.” 

“Prudent!"  “prudent!”  It  was  the  word 
that  had  been  rung  in  the  poor  girl’s  ears 
•  until  she  was  ready  to  scream  at  the  sound  of 
it. 

“And  besides,  Sophia,”  Ooldmore  con¬ 
tinued,  “your  mother  wishes  it  I  am  far 
from  saying  that  any  girl  to  bound  to  con¬ 
sider  even  her  parents  in  a  matter  so  nearly 
concerning  her  personal  happiness;  but, 
Sophia,  when  the  man  is  so  very  desirable, 
and  when  a  parent’s  will  is  so  very  strongly 
expressed,  I  think  a  dutiful  character  like 
yours  will — will  weigh  the  matter.  Sophia!" 

Sophia  was  really  broken  down  now  and 
sobbing  piteously;  and  Ooldmore,  who  would 
not  have  wounded  her  without  cause  on  any 
consideration,  judged  that  these  tears  were 
shed  over  the  final  wrench  from  Percival 
Brent 

“You  are  naturally  agitated,  dear  girl,”  be 
went  on,  in  his  three-syllable  style  of  speech. 
“You  are  a  sympathetic  nature,  and  you 
regret  your  late  engagement  You  are  one 
of  those  women  who  are  always  delicate-in 
your  dealings  with  our  sex — more  delicate 
perhaps  than  most  of  us  deserve.  But,  now 
that  the  thing  to  done,  every  hour  your  sor¬ 
row  will  diminish  and  your  future  will  grow 
brighter.  Don't  cry  any  more,  Sophia;  you 
are  acting  prudently,  and  you  have  obeyed 
your  parent” 

III.  CAROLINE  AND  SOPHIA— LOVE  VS.  LOVE. 

“Mind,  Sophy,”  Car  said,  ‘if  Prendergast 

was  an  elderly  man,  like  Goldmorg,  I  would 
not  have  had  you  marry  him.  not  if  he  could 
have  heeled  your  l  oots  with  diamonds.  Don’t 
you  see  ho.v  dull  Sibyl  to?  It  to  nothing  in 
the  world  but  that  she  is  tired  of  that  old  fel¬ 
low.  Now  you  may  not  think  Egerton  very 
clever  or  witty,  but  I  assure  you  he  to  a  capi¬ 
tal  husband,  and  I  have  grown  foiuler  of  him 
than  I  could  haVe  belieived.  I  would  not  see 
you  so  mope  1  as  Sibyl,  not  if  mamma  were 
to  go  on  her  knees  to  us.  But  really,  Sophia, 
Prendergast  to  more  than  passable;  he  to  very 
agreeable.” 

“Well,  but  being  agreeable  doe*  not  make 
you  love  a  man,"  Sophia  ventured  to  say. 

“No,"  Car  answered  readily;  “but  when  a 
man’s  character  to  such  as  you  approve,  and 
when  hto  position  and  prospects  are  good,  and 
when  he  Is  agreeable  in  addition,  you  are 
safer  in  marrying  him — safer,  do  you  hear, 
Sophy  t — than  you  would  be  in  marrying  af¬ 
ter  the  meet  romantic  of  court-hips." 

Sophia  was  silent  before  Car's  reasonable 
assertion. 

-Besides,  Sophy”— now  she  came  to  her 
special  appeal — “mamma  to  quite  in  terror 
lest  you  should  refuse  Prendergast  She  has 
taken  such  a  fancy  to  him.  With  hto  serious 
ways  one  would  hardly  have  expected  t^at; 
but  so  it  to  Prendergast  will  be  making 
mamma  a  saint  one  of  these  days  if  he  enters 
the  family — he  has  such  an  influence  over  her. 

It  was  not  altogether  fair  to  Car  to  hold 
out  such  a  motive  to  her  sister.  She  well 
knew  how  Sophia  bewailed  her  mother’s  in¬ 
fatuated  worldliness;  and  bow,  in  her  gentle, 
daughterlike  way,  she  was  always  trying  to 
make  her  mother  less  of  a  pagan  and  a 
mocker.  This  one  sentence  of  Car’s  told 
more  with  Sophia  than  all  that  hail  been 
a^iH  to  her  before.  She  was  in  that  melan¬ 
choly  mood  when  women,  and  men.  too,  often 
m.liM  life-long  sacrifices  at  the  bidding  of 
religion  What  if  Prendergast  did  really 
make  her  mother  in  her  last  days  a  better 
■nil  a  wiser  woman !  She  sighed,  and  looked 
up  at  Car  receptively. 

“No  doubt  of  it,”  Car  said,  in  a  kind  of  re¬ 
ply  to  her  sister’s  glance.  “Mamma  will  be 
the  happiest  woman  in  England  if  you  marry 
him  And  she  has  been  a  kind  mother  to  us, 
»ml  we  ought  to  please  her  if  we  can.  And, 
besides,  as  I  said,  he  may  really  be  useful  to 
T.'o.n.na  sbe  thinks  so  much  of  him.  ” 

Divided  was  Sophia’s  heart,  and  her  loyal 
will  was  shaken  when  she  left  her  sister.  Who 
coul  1  stand  such  a  succession  of  argument 
and  appeal!  or,  if  we  choose  to  bring  in  a  new 
metaphor,  what  citadel  could  resist  such  a 
number  of  battering  rams,  managed  by  that 
am  in«nt  pagan  military  engineer,  Mrs.  Bar¬ 
bara  Temple!  Yes;  Sophia  was  feeling  the 
wuikniiii  of  her  sex;  “/  faint"  “/  yield." 

IV.  EOERTO.N  ASD  SOPHIA— IDIOCY  VS.  LOTH- 

As  with  sad  steps  she  was  walking  down 

the  avenue,  she  was  startled  by  the  appari¬ 
tion  of  Egerton,  who  suddenly  appeared, 
peeping  over  the  top  of  a  holly  bush.  He 
glanced  apprehensively  round,  like  a  paid 

_ _ _  1D  a  tragedy,  anil  then,  coming  round 

the  holly  bush  with  long  secret  Tarquln 
stridre,  he  advanced  to  Sophia’s  s:da 

“Come  here,  x*  said,  in  an  awful  whisper. 

And  be  returned  behind  the  holly  bush  as 
be  came  forth.  Sophia  did  not  know  what  to 
think ;  but,  waiving  hto  manner  in  her  esti¬ 
mate  <>f  the  position,  she  came  to  the  conclu¬ 
sion  that  he  had  got  a  hedgehog,  or  some 
otii^r  natural  curionity  which  be  wished  her 
k*  inspect  ,  so  ah*  followed  him.  No  sooner 
was  she  at  his  side  than,  with  three  or  four 
more  furtive  glances,  he  stooped  to  her  ear, 
end.  in  a  whisper  ef  the  profound**!  caution, 
said: 

“Sophia!”  take  my  advice,  and  go  ana  gel 
married.  It  s  an  awfully  nice  thing.  Yon 
may  take  it  from  me  that  it  to  not  so  much 
matter  wbom  you  marry  as  the  thing  16- 
,elf.  Do  that,  and  all  the  rest  will  follow. 
Don’t  let  out  to  any  one  that  I  told  >ou-" 

Ami  then,  with  an  air  of  eecrei-y  which 
was  frightfully  suggestive,  and  the  same 
long  and  ghiatly  strides,  he  made  for  the 
boose,  leaving  her  to  resume  her  i*atb  as  best 
•he  migbt. 

V.  THE  REV.  ANTHONY  BRENT  AND  SOPHIA 

—  DESPONDENCY  VS.  I*OVE- 

“Miss  Temple,"  the  clergyman  s  id,  with  a 
melancbolv  air,  not  the  least  feigned.  Al¬ 
though,  by  casting  a  gloom  over  his  conver- 
it  greatly  furthered  Mre.  Barbara 


Tempi*  ■  ends,  "tunes  hare  changed  <  hanged 
tod* mi  I  had  a  Mar  from  my  two  days 
•go.” 

How  that  good  little  heart  leaped  to  hear 
111  Perrivai!  he  eeemed  near  heroac* 
and  she  would  be  •treogtheoed  now 
“How  to  Ferrtvair  she  asked  gently 
•Pretty  well.”  the  rector  replied  *  tolerably 
well,  I  may  my.  But  he  writes  in  bad  spirtta 
Little  wonder .  hto  pruepects  are  very  uncer¬ 
tain.  I  don  't  think  be  will  ever  return  to 
England.” 

“He  meant  to  come  back  when  he  left,” 
poor  Hophia  mid.  turning  sick  at  heart  after 
her  Utile  guah  at  pleasure. 

“Thai  I  know."  the  rector  answered,  in  the 
same  downcast  tone.  "But  hto  intention  will 
change,  if  it  has  not  changed  already, 
rival  has  to  fare  a  life  of  struggle.  I 
very  glad  to  find  that  yon  and  he  had  quite 
broken  off  from  each  other  * 

"We  wanted  to  act  prudently.”  the  poof 
girl  said  O,  how  delighted  she  would  hste 
bean  had  the  rector,  in  the  remotest  way,  reo- 
ognierd  that  an  understanding  existed  be¬ 
tween  them  ‘  v 

“It  wa*  prudent.”  he  continued  “To  you 
snch  a  thing,  could  only  have  meant  bondage 
and  disappointment .  and  to  him  —  well, 
Sophia,  greatly  as  I  like  you.  1  don't  really 
think  Percival  would  have  I*  en  so  likely  to 
prosper  had  be  been  still  engaged  to  you. " 

“I  could  not  bear  the  tho-  ht  of  injuring 
‘him,"  the  poor  thing  said.  ,-Ii  •  was  on,  the 
edge  of  a  fit  of  crying,  but  Mi  .  Brent,  never 
a  man  of  obaervation.  and  di  m  quite  occu¬ 
pied  with  hto  own  cai  os,  did  not  notice  her 
agitation. 

“I  am  sure  of  that,”  he  replied  “Of  course 
that  to  why  you  so  wholly  detached  yourself 
from  him.  It  to  better  for  both  of  yon.  Per- 
cival,  as  you  know,  has  returned  to  the  man 
with  whom  he  resided  when  hto  health  was 
delicate.  This  man — Warren — to  getting  ad¬ 
vanced  in  life,  ami  wants  a  helper  iu  hto  busi¬ 
ness.  Percival,  I  have  no  doubt,  will  get 
that  appointment,  for  they  are  very  fond  of 
him — that  to,  I  mean  Warren  and-  his  daugh¬ 
ter  are  very  food  of  him.” 

“Mr.  Warren  has  a  daughter,  then?"  Hophia 
asked 

“Yes,  he  to  a  widower,  and  she  to  his  only 
child  I  think— indeed,  I  know — that  she  was 
rather  soft  on  Percy  when  he  lived  there.  In 
fact,  one  or  two  rather  unnecessary  letters 
followed  him  to  England  I  laughed  then; 
note  I  cannot  but  think  that  if  Percival  man¬ 
ages  the  business  well,  and  gets  into  the  old 
mkns  good  books,  and— and  marries  little 

Bessie,  as  he  used  to  call  her - ” 

“He  called  her  little  Bessie,  did  he?”  Hophia 
inquired. 

‘Tattle  Bessie— that  was  her  name,”  the  rec¬ 
tor  answered.  “He  always  called  her  that. 
It  meant  nothing,  of  course.  Yqu  see,  they 
were  a  great  deal  together,  and  Percival  says 
that  in  the  colonies  people  are  not  so  stiff  as 
are  in  Engiaml.  He  used  to  say  he  liked 
colonial  maimers.  Well,  to  return — if  he 
marries  Bessie  it  might  be  a  nice  thing  for 
him.  Indeed,  it  will  be  his  solitary  chance  in 
life.” 

It  was  a  sore,  an  aching  heart  that  lay  in 
Sophia's  gentle  breast  as  she  and  her  mother 
drove  home.  The  poor  .girl  hail  not  the 
smallest  suspicion  that  her  mother  had  ar¬ 
ranged  all  these  nice  litt’e  thunderclaps;  but 
even  had  she  known  it,  the  knowledge  could 
not  have  blunted  the  dreadful  edge  of  the 
rector's  communication.  However  power¬ 
ful  her  own  friends  had  argued,  they  could 
hot  have  affected  her  as  Mr.  Brent  had  done. 
It  seemed  as  if  the  father  spoke  for  his  son. 
It  sounded  like  a  message  from  the  lover  him- 
*Self,  saying  “Let  us  part.”  And  in  the  mists 
of  her  fears  and  doubts  the  figure  of  Bessie 
Warren  rose  before  her,  at  Percy’s  side,  see¬ 
ing  him  day  by  day,  at  the  head  of  the  house¬ 
hold  of  which  he  was  tq*  be  a  member, 
wealthy,  and  fond  of  Percy — known  to  him 
by  a  pet  familiar  name.  What  chance  had 
she  against  this  fatal  Bessie  Warren? 

Little  Mrs.  Barbara  Temple  was  no  tyrant, 
and  would  not  have  inflicted  any  useless  pain 
on  her  daughter.  She  saw  Sophia  out  of  the 
side  of  her  eyes  as  they  drove  home,  and 
marked  her  misery,  and  felt  really  sorry  for 
her,  but  it  was  sorrow  such  as  a  humane  sur¬ 
geon  feels  for  the  shrinking  patient  on  whom 
he  to  about  to  operate;  it  was  all  for  Sophia’s 
good.  These  tear*  would  flow  and  then  be 
gone,  and  after  the  dread  and  the  operation, 
and  the  shrinking  and  the  crying,  there  would 
be  the  world-^the  bright,  prosperous  world, 
wealth,  fashion,  ease,  respect — all  that  station 
i  an  secure  and  money  can  buy.  O,  no  doubt 
of  it!  she  was  acting  the  part  of  a  wise  moth¬ 
er;  and  so,  quenching  her  last  misgiving,  Mrs. 
Barbara  Temple  made  ready  for  the  final, 
the  winning  stroke  in  her  grand  matrimonial 
game. 

CHAPTER  VIIL 

YES  OR  wa 

Mother  and  daughter  sat  down  to  dinner. 
Sophia's  face  was  full  of  care;  but  by  some 
accident,  or  by  the  caprice  of  fate,  she  was 
beautifully  dressed,  and  looked  very  charm¬ 
ing  in  her  sadness.  The  beautiful  attire  was 
not,  indeed,  very  surprising,  for  Sophia  gave 
such  particular  attention  to  dress,  and  was, 
besides,  such  a  “colorist,”  that  I  don’t  sup¬ 
pose  she  had  an  unbecoming  gown  in  her 
whole  wardrobe.  To-night  she  wore  a  dress 
of  pearl  gray  with  a  tucker  of  white  lace 
round  the  open  front,  and  a  garnet  brooch, 
which  I  suppose  she  had  pinned  in  by  chance; 
but  it  was  in  the  best  taste.  Indeed,  if  the 
poor  heart-sick  girl  had  spent  two  hours  at 
her  glass  and  dressed  herself  for  rivalry  or 
conquest,  she  could  not  have  looked  more 
lovely.  Just  as  an  accomplished  writer  when 
he  to  thinking  least  of  form  will  throw  off  his 
most  finished  piece,  so  Sophia,  who  was  a  true 
mistress  of  the  art  of  drees,  did  this  evening, 
when  her  thoughts  were  far  enough  from  the 
toilet,  deck  herself  out  in  a  way  which  most 
of  all  displayed  her  charms.  Mrs.  Barbara 
Temple  marked  her  as  she  sat 
“When  Prendergast  comes,”  that  keen¬ 
witted  woman  said  to  herself  (having  Ar¬ 
ranged  that  he  was  to  appear  accidentally 
after  dinner),  “when  Prendergast  comes,  and 
sees  you,  if  the  sight  does  not  unlock  his  lips, 
he  to  not  the  man  I  take  him  for!” 

Perceiving  Sophia's  melancholy  air,  the  lit¬ 
tle  mother  assumed  the  same  herself.  She 
was  taciturn,  thoughtful,  sighed,  and  in 
everything  reflected  her  daughter’s  sadness. 
This  was  supreme  high  art;  it  was  saying  to 
Sophia^  “if  you  are  heavy  at  heart,  so  am  I; 
I,  too,  am  facing  a  great  anxiety.”  And  so 
effectually  did  she  play  her  part  that,  to¬ 
ward  the  end  of  dinner,  Sophia,  rousing  her- 
■elf  by  an  effort,  tried  to  talk  cheerfully. 
Mrs  Barbara  felt  a  thrill  of  reasonable  pride 
in  this  recognition  of  her  power  as  a  success¬ 
ful  dissembler.  Instead  of  feeling  low  spir¬ 
ited  she  wa«,  in  truth,  highly  excited  in  view 
of  her  approaching  triumph.  8he  felt  that 
Sophia  waa  in  her  Lands.  The  (tensive  look, 
timid  voice,  and  downcast  eyes,  all  told  one 
story  to  her :  the  girl  had  no  rentotance  left. 
Bhe  would  accept  Prendergast  that  night 
No  sootier  had  they  got  into  the  drawing 
room  than  Mrs.  Barbara  asked  Sophia  to  sing 
to  her. 

“Yes.  mamma,”  Sophia  said,  looking  at 
her  wistfully.  “I  will  sing  or  play  or  do  any¬ 
thing  you  like.  ” 

This  compliant  speech  meant,  and  well  the 
mother  knew  it :  “If  you  would  only  use  me 
for  your  own  pleasure,  how  happy  we  both 
might  be!”  Mrs.  Barbara  Temple  under¬ 
stood,  but  did  not  regard;  she  was  tient  on 
marriage. 

Sophia  sat  down  and  began  her  favorite: 
“Oft  in  the  Stilly  Night;”  and  finely  she  sang 
it,  the  melancholy  ditty  serving  as  a  vehicle 
for  her  own  sorrows  Ht  r  voice  was  a  power¬ 
ful  contralto,  and,  yrithout  at  all  exerting 
herself  unduly,  she  was  able  so  to  occupy  her 
mother’s  ear  that  Prendergast  entered  the 
room  unohserved,  and  was  standing  beside 
Mrs.  Barbara  before  she  knew  it  The  little 
mother  gave  him  a  sprightly  nod  of  silent 
recognition  not  to  disturb  the  song,  and  then, 
slowly  turning  her  eyes  from  him  to  Sophia, 
anti  fixing  them  on  her,  she  seemed  to  say: 
‘Is  she  not  a  womah  worth  winning?” 

And  Prendergast  met  her  returning  look 
with  a  look  of  hto  own,  full  of  tender  (Admi¬ 
ration.  which  conveyed  his  thought  in  reply; 
and  just  then  Sophia,  ending  her  song,  saw 
that  Prendergast  was  behind  her.  Bur-prise 
and  some  other  emotion,  sent  over  her  fact 
the  loveliest  blush  surely  that  ever  woman 
wore,  and  it  seemed  to  spread  until  her  neck 
was  touched  with  its  conscious  hue.  Preo- 
dergast  read  it  as  an  omen  that  at  last  she 
h  mA  begun  to  feel  kindly  toward  him,  andbe 
coukl  scarcely  speak  to  her  for  the  pi 


he  felt  And  Mr*  Barber*  T«*nfJ*.  wW 
nrrw  m  btr  Iff*  mad*  s  mistake,  was  ready 

to  clap  b*r  hands. 

“Rbr  knrre  him '  rikt  loves  hun*"  the  MM*S 
conqueror  murmured  to  bermtL  “He*  whet 
mer.agrment  does!  O.  whet  a  wcaaae  I  t»P 
Almost  before  another  word  was  mtam, 
Mrv  Temple  •  maid  reme  into  the  room,  and, 
advancing  to  her  mtotreas.  mid  : 

‘Plrew.  ma  am.  to  the  totter  ready T 
“What  totter.  Jo«w»r 

“The  totter,  ma'am,  yoa  said  area  so  very 
particular,  which  muet  go  by  to-night's  pett, 
and  which  we  was  to  be  sure  out  to  forgtt  to 
ask  for  ” 

This  was  delivend  in  recitation  style.  Hhs 
something  got  carefully  off  by  heart. 

“Dear  nr'”  exclaimed  Mr*.  Trenple,  with 
uplifted  ban* to.  “How  cnuki  I  have  frirgutt— 
it!  Hnphia,  my  deer,  you  muM entertain  Mr. 
Prendergast  for  twenty  minute*  or  half  an 
hour  It  to  an  important  letter,  and  will 
take  quite  that  time  to  write.  I” 
stupid  I  have  Lem!” 

And  without  a  single  glance  at 
ga<q  the  verv  stupid  woman  toft  the 
but  not  until  she  mw  Hophia**  blush 
with  deeper  glow. 

“Ah."  she  thought,  “now  for  a  pretty 
srene*  O  the  merry  day*  when  we  war* 
young!" 

Wlien  our  little  mother  returned  to  the 
drawing  room  she  saw  Prendergast  standing 

alone  in  the  center  of  the  floor.  His  look 
told  her  nothing;  but  as  she  cal 
him,  he  said  very  earnestly : 

“Mrs.  Temple,  your  daughter  to 
Victocy!  The  little  mother  could  hare 
skipped  on  the  car?**  for  triumph ;  but  recol¬ 
lecting  that  it  would  not  be  busineas-Uhs  to 
arem  too  much  delighted,  she  restrained  Mr- 
self.  and  sak| ; 

“I  see.  She  has  accepted  you." 

“No.  she  has  not.” 

“Yes,  yes;  but  that  is  only  a  girTs  way; 
virtually  she  has  accepted  you,  and  you  know 
it.” 

“Mrs.  Temple,  she  will  never  marry  ms* 
“What  do  you  mean?”  The  shock  was  great 
and  Mrs;  Temple  found  it  hard  to  speak. 

“Simply  that  your  daughter  has 
to  me  her  jiosition  and  the  state  of  her  affec¬ 
tions.  She  has  been  so  kind,  so  frank,  so  like 
all  i  thought  she  must  be,  that  I  am  more  in 
love  with  her  than  ever.  But  1  know  tho 
truth,  and  will  no  longer  struggle  against  it” 
He  dropped  his  head  on  hto  breast  and  said 
no  more,  and  for  nearly  a  minute  the  nimble 
little  tongue  and  versatile  little  brain  of  his 
hi -dess  w  ere  at  fault  But  she  collected  her 
spirits. 

“Prendergast,”  she  said  in  a  tone  that  was 
dry  and  e  veil  contemptuous,  “that  is  not  tha 
wav  to  win  a  woman  like  Sophia.” 

“Perhaps  not,”  he  answered;  “but  it  is  the 
only  way  I  can  follow.  ”  Even  she  was  for 
the  moment  dumb,  and  he  became  silent 
again,  hut  he  roused  himself  and  spoke  afresh: 
“The  fact  is,  I  have  been  rebuked  to-night 
Ten  yen's  ago  I  loved  a  woman  something 
like  your  daughter,  and  she  died  before  our 
marriage.  Over  her  grave  I  vowed  to  live 
for  her  memory,  and  that  vow  I  kept  until 
this  year;  and  to-uight,  as  Sophia  was  speak¬ 
ing  to  me.  it  seemed  as  if  my  own  buried  dear 
one  came  from  her  abode  of  happiness  and 
bade  me - " 

“Prendergast,"  Mrs.  Barbara  Temple  said, 
with  jiointed  acrimony,  “the  bell  is  near  yoa 
Will  j'ou  ring  for  tea  I" 

It  will  be  admitted  by  everybody  that,  from 
Mrs.  Temple’s  point'  of  view,  her  situation 
was  decidedly  irritating.  She  was  angry  with 
Prendei'ga-.t.  and  bitterly  angry  with  Sophia. 
To  a  plotting,  planning  nature  like  h?rs  noth¬ 
ing  is  so  vexatious  as  a  failure  such  as  this. 
She  was  working  for  Sophia’s  good ;  she  had 
arranged  everything  so  as  to  insure  success , 
at  the  last  moment  Sophia  stupidly  spoils  all ! 
Wicked  was  the  look  with  which  she  regarded 
her  daughter,  when,  after  Prendergast’s  de¬ 
parture,  Sophia  shyly  stole  into  the  room  and 
took  her  seat  at  the  tea  table.  Mrs.  Barbara 
opened  fire:  “So,  Sophia,  Prendergast  has 
proposed  to  you?” 

"Yes,  mamma.” 

“And  you  have  accepted  his  offer,  of 

course?” 

The  little  woman  put  the  question  in  this 
way,  with  a  kind  of  concentrated  vicious- 
ness  which  made  Sophia  tremble. 

“No,  mamma,”  the  poor  ,girl  said,  doing 
what  undoubtedly  was  wisest  at  the  junc¬ 
ture,  and  breaking  into  sobs?  “I  could  not, 
mamma,  I  could  not  marry  Bfcn.”  - 
“Sophia,”  the  mother  said,  rising  from  her 
seat  and  standing  before  her  daughter,  “you 
are  a  weak  girL  I  don’t  say  you  have  done 
wrong,  but  I  say  you  are  a  weak  girL  Weak¬ 
ness,  of  all  things,  T  hate.  Sibyl  would  not 
have  acted  in  this  way.  Caroline  would  not 
You  have  neither  sense  nor  spirit,  and  it  is 
mortifying  to  me  to  think  that  the  daughter 
who  to  least  like  myself,  and  least  dutiful,  to 
the  one  with  whom  I  must,  I  suppose,  pass 
the  remainder  of  my  life. " 

This  was  a  most  unkind  speech;  but  we 
must  remember  how  bitterly  the  little  woman 
was  disapjiointed;  and  we  must  remember, 
too,  that  she  did  not  often  lose  her  temper. 
Sophia,  who  might  perhaps  at  another  time 
have  defended  hei-self,  was  really  broken 
down  by  the  succession  of  the  day’s  excite¬ 
ment,  and  only  sobbed  the  more.  Her 
mother's  last  sarcasm  had  wounded  her  In¬ 
deed. 

“I  don’t  care  for  crying,”  the  mother  itent 
on,  quite  forgetting  her  better  self  and  her 
own  maxims  of  self-possession.  “Really, 
Sophia,  if  you  are  so  determined  to  have 
your  own  way,  have  the  courage,  too,  and 
don't  stand  whimpering  there.  You  can  dis¬ 
obey  me.  Y  ou  can  fly  in  the  face  of  every¬ 
body  who  cares  for  yoa  Then  do  carry  it 
out  1  had  rather  see  you  in  a  passion  than 
as  you  are.  Has  anybody  injured  youl 
Have  you  not  done  m  you  wish?  If  you  had 
accepted  Prendergast  against  your  will 
there  would  l»e  an  excuse  for  this  pettishneea 
and  nonsense ;  but  here  you  have  had  your 
own  way,  and  now  you  must  cry  over  it  It 
is  all  we  ikues.*-—  weakness — despicable  weak¬ 
ness;  and  weakness — weakness — weakness," 
■he  repented  (he  word  iu  successive  tallies  of 
annoyance,  :‘I  hate  and  despise.” 

Weak  and  strong  they  certainty  looked. 
She  with  her  compact  figure  hi’aced  and 
erect,  her  stretched  out  hand,  her  declaiming 
attitude,  her  clear,  resolute  voice;  Sophia 
bending  like  a  willow,  her  face  hidden,  and 
one  low  si  .Li  following  another  in  reply  to  her 
mother’s  taunts  as  they  fell  on  her  ear.  But 
before  the  morning  dawned  Mrs.  Barbara 
Temple  got  a  lesson  which  led  her  to  recall 
her  bitter  words,  and  to  confer  that  the 
strength  was  not  so  entirely  her  own,  nor  the 
weakness  so  entirely  her  daughters,  as  she 
imagined  just  now,  while  she  was  standing 
mistress  in  her  own  drawing  room. 


HOOK  FIVE. 


LA  D  V  BEA  UTTS  SORROW. 

CHAPTER  L 

SOPHIA  IN  A  NEW  CHARACTER. 

Three  weary  hours  dragged  by  that  night 
before  tired  Sophia  feel  asleep,  and  sleep  had 
no  sooner  closed  hen  eyelids  than  she  was 
roused.  A  low  intense  whisper,  which  even 
in  the  moment  of  wjakeuing  she  felt  to  be 
charged  with  terror,  broke  her  short  slumber. 

“Sophia!  Sophia!”  she  heard  her  mother 
Uttering  in  her  car. 

W ide  awake  in  an  instant,  and  alarmed  by 
the  way  in  which  her  mother  spoke,  Bhe  sat 
up  in  bed.  Mrs.  Temple  was  standing  beside 
her  in  her  night  dress,  and,  by  the  aha  light 
of  the  lamp  w  hich  burned  in  her  room,  she 
saw  that  the  old  woman’s  face  was  almost 
lifeless  from  its  expression  of  intense  alaim 

“Manima !  nnunma!”  she  cried  out.  “What 
to  the  matter?” 

“Hush !  hush !”  the  mother  answered,  mo¬ 
tioning  her  not  to  speak  so  loud.  “If  we  are 
heard  we  shall  be  ki  led.” 

“What  to  the  matter!”  Sophia  asked  again, 
now  almost  as  terrified  as  her  mother,; 

“There  are  robbers  in  the  house,"1.  Mrs. 
Temple  answered,  gasping  for  utterance. 
“Come  here — softly.” 

Sh  >  motioned  Sophia  to  the  door,  ant ,  step¬ 
ping  nut  on  the  1  Hiding,  bid  her  lister  .  AU 
was  dark  and  still,  and  tor  a  moment  qophia 
fcitli*  r  Li-urd  or  thou  ht  she  beard  her 
mother’s  heait  thumping  against  her  side. 
But  the  house  was  (xi ‘ectly  silent. 

“It’s  uotbing,  mamma,”  Sophia  said  at 
last,  beginning  to  sp*  ak  in  her  natural  voice, 
“^•u  made  a  mistake.” 


’*1  beard  tb*«a  to 
the  hiii  |  tried  to  ring  th*  bell  to  mj 
room  aad  I  ffed  tt  wont  work.  It  was  qutt* 
right  ywti  nhv  This  Is  a  phanni  rubtary. 
Ths  mtsoR  are  to  tt.  w  shall  be  killed. 

O.  what  shall  1  dor 
indeed.  Sophia,  straining  her 


plainly  saw  eoe  gleam  of  light  hastily  vsnwh 
tog.  as  if  a  lantern  bad  for  as  Instant  been 
turned  in  tha  wrong  dlrertaan.  Nearly  dead 
with  fear  ah*  listened  again,  ami  euoa  after 
sounds  in  ths  entrance  hall,  as  if  a  heavy  box 
war*  (wing  touuadjr  moved,  convinced  her 
that  her  mother  was  nut  wrong.  She  took 
tha  old  woman's  shaking  hand  and  led  her 
bark  to  her  own  room. 

“We  must  try  my  ball,  mamma .  wv  most 
ring  that  Tbe  notoe  will  frighten  them.” 

•Try  It,  try  it'"  the  mother  answered.  She 
could  hardly  articulate,  and  the  words  came 
from  between  her  motion  lees  Ups  as  if  ah*  had 


But  when  Sophia  tried  her  own  bell  ths  re¬ 
sult  was  suaplv  that  the  wires  pulled  lightly 
and  no  sound  was  made.  Three,  too,  had 
been  put  out  of  order 

“I  knew  It!"  the  old  woman  gasped.  “The 
servants  are  in  it  We  shall  both  be  mur¬ 
dered  here,  to  this  room. " 

And  in  truth  the  pwitiou  was  frightful 
enough.  Their  windows  overlooked  the 
garden,  and  to  open  three  and  cry  for  help 
would  have  been  not  only  vain,  but  would 
have  added  danger  to  danger.  Mr*  Temple 
had  sunk  upon  the  bed,  and  in  the  paralysis 
of  terror  aetoned  to  be  losing  cunsciousneNS ; 
and  Sophia,  although  she  tried  to  keep  her 
•etwee,  felt  as  if  she  herself  would  swoon 
away. 

“There  to  nothing  to  be  done.”  the  oM 
woman  s&hl  “We  must  wait  till  they  come 
and  kill  ur  O,  Sophia,  Hophia!  can’t  you 
do  anything  to  save  meT  < 

It  was  surprising  to  see  how  utterly  pros¬ 
trated  with  feai*  the  active  energetic  woman 
had  become  in  a  few  momenta.  And  Sophia, 
the  quiet  and  delicate  girl,  was  even  now 
growing  more  collected.  She  remembered 
that  the  former  owner  of  the  bouse  bad 
erected  in  (toe  wing  a  kind  of  belfry,  with  a 
bell  of  sonorous  tongue  hanging  in  it;  for  be 
was  a  nervous  householder,  dwelling  in  fear 
of  thieves.  .  The  girls  knew  this  belfry— so 
they  called  R— well,  and  had  more  than  once 
rung  the  ball  in  the  daytime  in  sport;  and 
now  Sophia  thought  that  if  she  were  only 
there,  she  might  easily  raise  such  an  alarm 
as  would  effectually  frighten  away  the  rob¬ 
ber*  But  bow  to  reach  the  belfry!  The  only 
way  was  across  the  very  hall  where  the  rob¬ 
bers  were  row  at  work.  Sophia  could  not 
make  up  h«r  mind  to  go  even  a  step  down  the 
stairs;  and  as  to  consulting  her  mother  in  her 
present  paralyzed  state,  that  was  altogether 
useless.  She  stood  irresolute,  herself  almost 
losing  her  »nses  with  fear,  but  neither  mov¬ 
ing  nor  speaking  until  the  old  woman  called 
out  again: 

“Sophia,  Sophia!  can’t  you  do  anything  to 
save  me!” 

This  appeal  had  a  wholesome  effect  Nerv¬ 
ing  herself  by  an  almost  superhuman  effort, 
the  brave  girl  replied: 

“I  will  try,  mamma;  but  you  must  stay 
here.  ” 

“Not  alone,  Sophia,”  she  answered.  “I  dare 
not  stay  alone.  You  shall  not  leave  me.” 

“I  must,  mamma,”  she  replied.  “I  must 
leave  yoa  You  can  lock  your  door  behind 
me.  I  don’t  think  they  will  come  upstairs. 
Quick ;  follow  me  and  lock  the  door. " 

She  stole  out  and  her  mother  rose  up  and 
went  after  her.  Just  as  she  was  going  out 
the  old  woman  caught  her  hand  again. 

“Sophia,  you  must  not  leave  me ;  I  shall 
die  before  you  come  back.  ” 

“Lock  the  door,”  Sophia  whispered  again. 
And  her  mother  heard  her ;  for,  as  she  stole 
into  the  dark  passage,  the  door  was  softly 
shut  upon  her  and  the  key  was  turned. 

It  was  a  truly  frightful  position  for  the 
girL  Nearly  mad  as  she  was  with  fear,  she 
yet  gathered  up  courage — how  she  knew  not 
— to  steal  R  few  steps  down  stairs.  And  now 
the  noises  to  the  hall  were  quite  audible,  and 
again  she  was  just  about  to  fly  back  and 
take  her  chance  in  her  own  room  with  her 
mother.  Jnst  at  this  juncture  a  littlp  bit  of 
courage  seemed  to  kindle  in  her  breast,  and 
she  waited  a  moment,  and  then  stole  three 
steps  down  stairs.  Here,  at  the  turning,  she 
saw  plainly  that  there  was  light  in  the  hall ; 
and  somehow  the  sense  that  she  was  in  the 
darkness  and  the  robbers  in  the  light  gave 
her  a  sensation  of  returning  security.  She 
listened,  trembled,  and  then  with  shaking 
limbs  ventured  three  steps  down  the  second 
flight.  Shft  could  distinctly  hear  the  burglars 
talking,  and  as  one  of  them  gave  a  low, 
brutal  laugh  she  shuddered  to  think  what 
wretches  mere  near.  Sophia  always  declared 
that  the  next  few  Steps  she  took  unconsciously, 
and  that  die  only  knew  herself  when  she 
found  she  was  peering  from  the  dark  angle 
of  the  stain  into  the  haJL 

Three  man  were  there.  It  was  evident  thal 
they  had  mistaken  an  old  oak  chest  which  stood 
against  the  wall  for  a  depository  of  valuables, 
and  this  they  were  now  trying  to  force  open. 
They  were  quite  occupied  for  the  moment, 
and  from  her  dark  angle  Sophia  could  plainly 
observe  their  movements.  It  was  curious 
that  now,  when  fear  might  altogether  have 
overcome  her,  she  began  to  feel  a  renewal  of 
courage.  I  Bhe  looked  across  the  dark  hall  to 
the  passage  on  the  other  side  which  she 
wished  toreach,  and  she  resolved  while  the 
robbers  were  still  engaged  upon  the  chest  to 
make  a  dart  across.  Several  seconds  she 
waited,  until  she  saw  an  opportunity,  and 
while  the  men  were  trying  to  force  the  oakei 
lid,  she  flew  across  the  hall,  and  was  in  tht 
passage  on  the  other  side,  hidden  from  view. 

But  now,  as  she  slowly  groped  her  way 
along  the  passage,  a  new  terror  arose.  What 
if  the  lielfry  door  should  be  locked?  The 
room  was  never  used,  and  it  might  well  be 
that  the  key  had  been  taken  away.  The  bare 
idea  so  terrified  her  that  she  scarce  dared  to 
creep  to  the  door,  lest  her  fear  should  be  veri¬ 
fied.  Bu|  there  was  no  returning,  and  the 
next  moment  she  felt  the  door,  and  finding 
the  handle  she  turned  it  slowly,  and  to  her  un¬ 
speakable  joy  the  door  opened  at  her  touch. 
O,  what  a  rush  of  relief  she  felt!.  Her  po¬ 
sition  might  still  be  perilous;  but  the  greatest 
danger  wrs  past.  She  crept  round  the  wall, 
feeling  her  way  until  her  hands  touched  the 
bell  rope;  and  then,  drawing  a  breath  for  the 
effort,  shil  pulled  hard  and  fast,  and  immedi¬ 
ately  the  iron  tongue  outside  began  (o  answer 
her  back  tn  tones  that  seemed  to  tell  that  she 
was  once  again  in  communication  with  the 
honest  world  outside,  and  need  fear  no  more. 
Stroke  after  stroke  the  bell  sent  its  resonant 
alarm  out  upon  tho  midnight  ;  and  at  each 
note  Sophia  tugged  with  fresh  energy,  and 
the  faithful  bell  above  seemed  to  grow  more 
vehement  as  she  with  gathering  strength  ap¬ 
plied  to  it  for  help. 


CHAPTER  IL 

A  VERY  SHORT  CHAPTER. 

This  passage,  the  only  morsel  of  sensation 
in  our  boudoir  story,  has  been  dismissed  as 
rapidly  rs  was  possible.  Indeed,  it  would 
never  have  been  told  at  all,  had  it  not  been  a 
link  in  the  chain  of  incident  on  which  the  his¬ 
tory  depends. 

Of  coarse,  all  Kettlewell  applauded  our 
Sophia.  Her  midnight  descent,  her  flight 
across  the  hall,  her  plucky  behavior  at  the 
bell  rope — everything  she  had  done  was 
praised.  The  burglars  fled  at  the  first  peal, 
but  Sophia  kept  on  ringing  until  all  the 
neighbor*  were  aroused;  and  then  such  a 
congregation  of  servants  and  others  had 
gathered  in  the  house  and  grounds  that 
fear  was  not  to  be  thought  of.  All  of  us 
applauded  her  quickness  of  thought  about  the 
belfry ;  the  only  person  who  spoke  in  anything 
like  a  qualified  tone  being  Egerton,  who  re¬ 
marked  that  he  was  far  from  wishing  to  cast 
any  slur  on  £oj  hia,  but  still  he  must  say  that 
she  would  have  made  a  great  deal  more  noise 
If  she  had  med  the  Chinese  gong  which  stood 
In  the  hall.  For  sounding  an  alarm,  Egerton 
said,  (tore  was  nothing  like  a  Chinese  gong. 
Hophia,  in  the  gentlest  way,  but  with  laugh¬ 
ter  trembling  on  her  lips,  pointed  out  that 
the  gong  stood  just  where  the  robbers  were 
working;  upon  which  Egerton  retorted  that 
he  had  not  said  anything  about  where  it 
stood,  but  only  that  for  sounding  an  alarm 
there  was  nothing  like  a  Chinese  gong. 

Now,  how  would  you  expect  the  little 
mother  to  have  acted?  To  have  denied  her 
own  abject  terror,  and  attenuated  Sophia’s 

\fr  . 


oravsry  *  8b*  did  nothing  of  tbr  kind. 

“1  was  dead  with  frar  *  ab*  told,  to 
gay  way  *\'our|gv  is  not  on*  of  bt  rlr- 
to*w  1  mold  ao  joar*  bar*  goo*  dowa  li 
stair*  and  |*«l  tow  dreadful  awn  tha. 
coo  Vi  raw*  that  piano  with  my  flngiv  D« 
tab  mt  brart  — mdtoa,  to  bsr  * 
imto  *b*  wooM  IK  fly  aa  fipnwx*  of  .tbto 
sort—  “1  thought  tt  would  nrv*r  brad  agi 
And  Suphto  was  m  coot  as  ff  tow  wars  go 
down  U>  sr*  a  visiter.  Sophia  ought  to  be  a 
soldier'*  wife,  tow  ought  tn  be  a  soldier  hcr- 
mrlf  Frw  women  would  bav*  acted  a*  tom 
did  that  aigbt.  Really.  I  would  out  bars  ba- 
Iwvrd  she  had  it  to  bar  " 

On*  happy  remit  fur  tbs  poor  girl  was  that 
ber  mother »  wrath  was  not  so  much  ap- 
praesd  to  effaced.  Tbr  whole  Pnadwfd 
^incident  was  far  tbr  time  forgotton:  and 
a  to  n  Mr*  Bartura  Temple’s  mind  reverted 
to  the  matter,  -hr  admitted  to  berarlf  that  to 
charging  SoyhiB  with  wee  knew  she  mad*  a 
great  mistake  She  todi  deplored  the  Ism* 
of  the  affair,  but  xhe  never  again  n  proarhed 
her  daughter,  And  she  even  made  one  or  two 
indirect  apologies  for  her  seventy  of  speech, 
and  tto-ee  we  may  be  sure  Hofdna  was  only 
too  w  filing  to  accept. 

And  now  there  began  quite  an  era  in 
Sophis  t  life.  Her  lover  was  absent,  and 
they  were  not  allowed  to  communicate  with 
each  other,  for  on  this  point  Mr*  Tempi* 
never  relaxed.  She  was  not  formally  en¬ 
gaged  :  indeed.  »he  was  understood  to  be  open 
to  an  offer — a  fact  which  her  mother,  still 
following  tor  original  policy,  took  care  to 
publish  abroad.  Caroline  and  Sibyl  now 
fully  agreed  with  their  mother  that  Sophia 
was  acting  reckletoly  in  allowing  the  frwb- 
nem  of  her  youth  to  paw*  away  under  this 
blighting  spell.  And  all  this  time,  only  by 
the  merest  chance,  seldom— perhaps  never— 
could  she  hear  anything  of  Percival  Brent.  He 
might  be  untrue ;  and  eVen  then,  according  to 
the  words  of  their  agreement,  she  could  not 
reproach  him  with  inrontsancy.  It  was  a 
trying  time  for  her;  tut  during  this  period 
ber  character  was  formed,  and  the  who  an 
her  fiftieth  birthday  was  with  general  con¬ 
sent  and  delight  styled  “Lady  Beauty"  learned 
her  secret  of  charming  in  this  period  of 
anxiety  and  waiting,  when  her  constancy 
and  ber  path  nee  were  so  severely  tried.  I 
bere  relate  the  main  incidents  of  this  unevent¬ 
ful  period,  and  having  at  the  seme  time  tried 
by  touches  here  and  (here  to  give  you  an 
idea  of  the  maturity  of  charms  toward  which 
Time  was  liearing  our  dear  heroine.  I  shall 
be  able  in  my  n«  xt  took  to  fell  you  bow  it  all 
ended;  whether  Percival  was  true  or  false; 
w  hether  or  not  happiness  of  the  kind  she  ex¬ 
pected  rewarded  the  constancy  of  her  pure, 
glowing,  and  yet  never  impatient  affection. 


CHAPfER  III. 

MR8.  TEMPLE  ECONOMIZER 

During  the  weeks  that  immediately  fol¬ 
lowed  Sophia  observed  that  her  mother  was 
very  often  thoughtful,  and  would  talk  to  her¬ 
self,  nod  her  head,  shake  it,  frown  and  m»t* 
a  number  of  those  signs  which  denote  that  wa 
are  thinking  hard  and  reasoning  with  our¬ 
selves.  8he  never  dropped  the  smalleat  al¬ 
lusion  to  Prendergast,  ahd  Sophia,  glad  of 
the  opportunity,  seized  the  favorable  mo¬ 
menta,  and  showered  caresses  and  attentions 
upon  her  mother,  which  the  mother  for  her 
part  received  with  every  mark  of  satisfac¬ 
tion.  Thus  the  time,  which,  had  it  fulfilled 
Sophia’s  expectations,  would  have  been  one 
long  scene  of  reproaches  and  regrets,  did  aa 
a  matter  of  fact  glide  easily  and  pleasantly 
by,  giving  another  illustration  of  that  great 
common  truth,  that  if  we  only  wait  until  our 
troubles  actually  come  they  will  often  turn 
out  no  troubles  at  all.  Sophia,  however, 
wondered  what  the  moot  case  could  be  that 
her  mother  so  pondered  and  argued  with  her¬ 
self. 

“Sophy,”  the  little  woman  said  one  morning 
at  Lreakfast,  “this  house  is  too  large  for  us. 
I  shall  give  it  up,  and  rent  a  small  one  rather 
nearer  the  town.  Our  lease  expiree  in  Sep¬ 
tember,  and  I  don’t  fancy  another  winter  in 
this  lonely  place.  ” 

So  this  Jtad  been  the  matter  of  internal 
debate.  ^>hia  was  not  at  all  surprised  to 
find  that  her  mother  was  giving  up  the 
B« echos,  far  the  burglary  wa*  •  sufflrtml 
reason:  but  when  the  old  woman  began  to 
talk  of  reasons  of  ecor  my,  she  concluded 
that,  ashamed  to  confess  to  fear,  she  was  ex¬ 
cusing  her  flight  by  alleging  pecuniary  mo¬ 
tives.  Sophia,  however,  soon  found  that 
there  was  more  in  the  matter  than  she  had 
imagined. 

“I  shall  keep  one  carriage  in  the  future,  no 
more,”  Mrs.  Temple  said  a  few  days  after. 
“One  carriage,  one  horse,  and  one  man  ser¬ 
vant.  Quite  enough  for  us  two.  ” 

“Mamma,”  Sophia  cried,  “the  idea  of  you 
trotting  about  in  a  little  brougham  with  one 

irse !  How  funny  you  will  feel !” 

“Not  at  all,  dear,  so  long  as  the  carriage  is 
neat  and  the  horse  what  a  horse  should  be. 
Quite  enough  for  us,  Sophy.  More  seems  af¬ 
fectation;  just  like  those  Dones.  Horrid 
people,  with  a  fresh  carriage  for  every  day  in 
the  week — and  such  horses!  It  strikes  me  that 
whenever  a  vulgarian  makes  money  and  re¬ 
tires,  being  of  uo  family  himself,  he  resolves 
to  have  horses  with  a  pedigree.  No,  no, 
Sophy,  we  shall  not  lose  anything  by  living 
quietly.  Leave  that  to  me,  dear;  you  may 
safely  leave  that  to  me.” 

Great  was  the  astonishment  of  KettlewelL 
Not  that  we  wondered  at  Mrs.  Temple  giving 
up  the  Beeches;  with  us,  as  with  Sophia,  the 
burglary’  w  *s  a  sufficient  reason  for  that.  But 
when  she  chose  a  small  box  of  a  villa  near 
the  entrance  of  the  town,  and  put  down  two 
of  her  carriages,  dismissed  five  of  her  ser¬ 
vants,  and  in  a  general  way  reduced  her  ex¬ 
penditures  by  more  than  one-half,  we  were 
surprised  indeed.  Had  Sophia  been  married 
the  affair  would  have  been  intelligible,  but 
who,  for  any  motive  except  neces¬ 
sity,  ever  heard  of  a  match-making  mother 
lowering  her  mode  of  living  until  all  her 
daughters  were  settled?  There  was  a  great 
deal  of  talk  in  Kettlpwell,  and  a  great  deal  of 
whispering.  Had  Mrs.  Temple  been  living 
beyond  her  means?  Had  she  made  some  bad 
speculation?  Was  this  only  the  prelude  to  a 
final  crash?  All  these  questions  were  asked 
freely,  and  most  of  ns  had  some  surmise  to 
make ;  but  nobody  quite  agreed  with  any¬ 
body  else  except  in  one  point — Mas.  Temple 
was  not  the  woman  to  retrench  without  ur¬ 
gent  reason ;  and  after  all,  the  most  likely 
reason  was  that  she  had  not  the  money  to 
maintain  her  'original  grandeur.  One  spite¬ 
ful  lady  friend  congratulated  her  ironically 
behind  her  back  on  having  married  two 
daughters  well,  at  all  events,  and  said  that 
even  if  the  mother  died  a  bankrupt,  dear 
Sophia  would  always  have  a  comfortable 
home  with  her  sisters. 

Car  and  Sibyl  were  as  much  amazed  as  the 
rest,  and,  not  daring  to  inquire  of  their 
mother,  they  beeet  Sophia  with  questions 
which  she  was  unable  to  answer.  Sibyl  was 
especially  searching  for  reasons  why,  her 
husband  having  directed  her  mind  to  the 
subject  in  his  elephantine  way. 

“It  is  not  for  us,”  he  said,  pausing  as  be 
stirred  his  coffee— for  they  were  at  break¬ 
fast — “it  is  not  for  us  to  ask  questions,  bat 
still  your  mother’s  conduct  is  unaccountable. 
If  you  could  find  out  whether  she  has  been 
speculating,  or  if  her  affairs  are  involved,  I 
might  interfere  with  advantage— to  your 
mother.” 

Ooldmore,  as  he  said  this,  cleared  his  throat 
and  shifted  his  chin  between  bis  shirt  collar 
in  an  imposing  way.  The  chin  was  very 
well  shaved,  and  the  shirt  collar  very  white 
and  stiff,  as  is  invariably  the  case  with 
millionaires  in  the  morning. 

“I  might  advise  with  your  mother,”  the 
great  man  added,  seeing  that  his  wife  did 
not  speak,  “and  tender  her  my  aid.” 

[Tor  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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